

Very dear Theophilus, 

Being 80 years old and having no heirs, I am dying to write my Last Will and Testament - 
leaving all I have to you, since I've no living relatives by blood - albeit I've adopted many I hold 
dear. My wealth is all of the most valuable kinds: wisdom, experience, knowledge and travel. 
This Will abounds in goodwill, with enmity towards none - although I'll tell both wonderful and 
dreadful things because honesty and frankness are absolute requirements for the pursuit of 
truth. 

The story is basically true; but everything has been changed because of possible forgiveness 
and because only God really knows. 

THE NEW LIFE 

I walked into a room, on the first day of classes, at a great university. There was a foreigner 
(from my point of view) talking about the history of knowledge, starting with Pythagoras. I had 
been bored to death by the whole idea of getting educated, and just felt like running away. 
However, that "foreigner" had a level of knowledge I'd not dreamt possible. Then he used the 
word "truth," and paused. "I mean the truth with a capital T." I didn't know who God was, had 
never heard of the Absolute, and was transformed for life by the idea of a capital letter on Truth 
- even though I had no idea what it was ! Suddenly, instantly, I realised that I'd been looking for 
something, that I'd found the way to it, and that somehow my path lay through that man. 

After class, I straight away asked him what the Truth with a capital T was. When he he said it 
was God, and that He was also the absolute Good and the Beautiful, one could've knocked me 
over with a feather! The entire rest of my life has been for God - and for Him especially as the 
Truth, the Good and the Beautiful. I've gone astray due to my own faults and big sins and 
weaknesses. ..as well as those of others; but always like a magnet willing to point North. 

It turned out that my professor was a Muslim, and just on the brink of becoming a Sufi, and the 
disciple of a prominent philosopher of first principles (the study of the nature of reality) who was 
not a born Muslim, but a Frenchman. He was a Muslim and "an unsurpassable spiritual master" 
in secret, my professor said. 

There is something of a follower about many spiritual people, notably me! I was soon a Muslim 
and had my heart set on being initiated by "the Shaykh," who lived in a precious little country 
town in France. 

Just before graduation, I was told that the Shaykh would be passing through London. I could 
see him there! 

THE MAN AT THE TOP OF THE STAIRS 

I arrived at the bottom of a huge flight of stairs. A door opened way up on top and a huge man 
stepped out. He had the eyes of an eagle, a very high forehead. ..and I knew he was the 
Shaykh; but his presence practically knocked me over! But wonders never cease: once inside I 
found a barely lit room, in which the Shaykh was seated far away and as it were wrapped in 
sheets, so I had no idea what he looked like. I did recognize three or four people from the 
university though, and the Shaykh's wife was Ma Ananda Moie to me. 

She was beautiful, simple, natural and obviously a great saint. 

Each person was asked why he'd come; but maybe because I'd had to bring my mother with 
me, they all just said they come for the barakah of the master. I said, in English and it was 
translated for the Shaykh, that I wanted to become a Muslim and be his disciple; but my family 
objected. (And that meant my mother, who had become like a hissing snake, due to racial and 
religious prejudices galore! I was only 19 and was legally bound a bit too.) The Shaykh 


answered in French, and that huge man with the eagle eyes, translated carefully into English for 
me AND MY MOTFIER: "Well then, let her keep it a secret!" 

Then his marvellous wife told us: "You may leave now." I practically wept because there were 
dishes to wash in the kitchen. I wanted to serve them all, and I'd dreamt of bringing precious 
offerings: lotuses or pomegranates. ..some symbol of wisdom. Once out the door, my mother 
said, "Why would a nice girl like that marry a man like him?" 

By the grace of God, my mother fell asleep in the train going back; and up ahead I saw two men 
who had been in the room, seated up ahead. I wiggled past my mother and introduced myself. 
They were both so spiritual, intelligent, full of personality and humour! I was overwhelmed to 
meet such men! 


My mother never found out I'd slithered out of my seat. One of those two, a noble Austrian, 
received me into Islam - he alone - and I lived with my mother, while actually practicing Islam in 
secret, for three years - fasting and all; but it was tricky! I prayed in the bathroom, with the 
shower running, and having to duck my head under the wash basin. That's not allowed, nor can 
one become a Muslim with only one witness; however, the tariqah toward which I was headed, 
cared little about Islamic law and customs. That actually became quite extreme; but westerners 
take to freedom from rules like ducks take to water! My professor however, a born Muslim, said 
emphatically that there can be no tariqah without sharia. In other words: no esoterism without 
exoterism. 

The Austrian faqir told me that the Shaykh had put him in charge of me; but I saw both men 
from the train off and on for seven years. They both said they were gyaanis [jnanis] and I was a 
bhakti.J.e. they had a way of knowledge whereas I had a way of love. 

The Englishman though, turned out to be extremely worldly and an incurable alcoholic. The 
Austrian was an inveterate liar - sometimes for no reason; he just had no sense for truth. I would 
not believe that for seven years; but then I collapsed and wept for hours at a time, 
uncontrollably. Finally, knowing the two of them had me right on the brink of a nervous 
breakdown. 


I remembered the name of that huge man, who had stood at the top of the stairs. And I 
managed to get him on the after driving to London, while weeping for four hours. Fie 
remembered me! "Flow are you?" he said. "Terrible," I answered. "I have many problems." In 
minutes, he met me in a restaurant, and heard my story. Then he got up and used the phone in 
a booth; but I had no idea why. Fie had called France and gotten advice for me: I should try to 
find a job in Paris or such and such places, where there were normal groups of fuqara 
PARADISE HERE AND NOW! 

I got a job in Paris, found an apartment right at the bottom of the Shaykh's garden, and just 
traveled over two hours a day to my job. Soon I was happily married too - to the na'ib, who was 
also British, had been to the same university and had love, humour and originality. We went 
everywhere with the Shaykh, his wife, S. Bilquis, and another couple, who lived next door to the 
Shaykh. The wife was named S. Habibe, and she was my best and dearest friend. But in 
another way S. Bilquis was my best and dearest friend. 

I'd been married a year or so, and I loved my husband perfectly, but he stopped wanting to 
sleep with me because he was much older than I was. Muhammad did not allow such 
marriages, but I dont know what is actually law. One day I told S. Bilquis I felt like a flower 
without a bee. ..and she repeated that to the Shaykh. Actually, I had no idea, but she wanted me 
to "be in the Shaykh's life." Because S. Habibe had been in his life for eight years, and the two 
of them had squabbled so much, that S. Bilquis was longing to have me as a peace-maker. The 


Shaykh had not told S. Habibe she was a wife - nor did anyone ask any questions. It was 
always assumed that the Shaykh was ABOVE THE LAW. 

INTERLUDE 

I forgot to tell you, dear Theophilus, that the man from the top of the stairs turned out to be one 
of the dearest people I've ever known. He too was an Austrian nobleman, like the great liar; but 
he was a truly noble man: generous, kind, good in every way.l'd have loved to write a little story 
about him. 

I forgot to say that when I first went to live near the Shaykh, S. Bilquis kindly told me a bit about 
him. All I remember now is that she said he didn't care about truth on this lower plane. Given 
that the modern from a world is ruled by rather low class people, I didn't bat an eye. And it was 
well understood by everyone around me, that whatever the Shaykh thought and did was right. 
Another point: practically everyone I mention passed away long ago. I pray that Allah Taala may 
have mercy upon everyone of significance, whom I knew. It is only for the ease of the reader 
that I do not use the customary Islamic prayers after each name. 

Very soon, but with fits and starts, I got the idea that the Shaykh was in love with me. Why or 
how was beyond me; but I saw that S. Bilquis and the Shaykh were protecting S. Habibe from 
knowing I was seeing him so often; and the Shaykh told me not to tell her that the Shaykh and I 
had become friends. Having read some extravagant Sufi tales, I thought this kind of behaviour 
all had to do with being at the centre of an esoteric society! One day when I was downstairs 
with S. Bilquis, the doorbell rang three times. She grabbed my coat from the vestibule, threw it 
in the zawiyyah, pushed me in there too, and shut me in! I had no idea why; but took everything 
as the charm of initiatic experience! After I heard her talk to S. Habibe awhile, she let me out 
with her usual aristocratic dignity. Why she thought I'd understand, I'll never know. Incidentally, 
Habibe had lived in Turkey, where she received her name. And by the way, oh Theophilus (That 
means beloved of God, and is a significant symbol for you as the hearer of this tale, because 
Luke addressed his writings to Theophilus who might have certainty of the things he had 
heard.). ..by the way, my name is Eemaan, which means faith. Habibe means beloved, and she 
was an extremely loving and poetic woman. Bilquis is the Muslim name of the Queen of Sheba, 
and S. Bilquis was a highly aristocratic and queenly person. Both of my dear friends were great 
metaphysicians too; but I am not. 

One day I went upstairs for one of my now frequent appointments; and I was not surprized when 
he welcomed me with wide open arms, and hugged me a long time, while we both invoked. 
Soon we were naked in his charming little khalwah...and I understood everything perfectly well. 
However, I asked him a question S. Habibe had never thought of. I said: "Am I a concubine or a 
wife?" He thought a moment the way he did when he consulted I don’t know who - Allah Taala 
or his intellect - and then said I had to be a wife. Nothing was said about my being married or 
divorced. Everything was implicit, and much later the word intrinsic was used. But actually he 
was sleeping with the wives of both his neighbors. AND, heaven help us, whenever he saw S. 
Habibe upstairs, her husband was naked with S. Bilquis downstairs. She remained a virgin; but 
they were in love and naked together weekly for ten years! Now all this had its positive sides, 
but two women had to sleep with him AND their former husbands for a time, which is extremely 
hard on a woman. But I could talk forever on the pros and cons of the situation which is 
described in the Quran and ahadith as what Allah detests! AND the Shaykh opened the Quran 
to ask if he could let S. Bilquis see their neighbor's husband like that. A piece of white paper fell 
out of the Quran, so he took that as meaning carte blanche. God forgive me, when he told me 
that, I agreed with him; BUT NONE OF US HAD READ MANY AHADITH. We weren't even very 


knowledgeable of the meaning of the Quran, of which we only had to read a page out loud, once 
a week. Thirty years later, when I read thousands of ahadith, I saw that we did not have 
anything resembling Islamic morality. And the Shaykh, right away, told me the faults of the other 
two wives - very sensitive psychic and physical things. I was young and beautiful then, and they 
were both nearing 50. I was by so far his favorite, that I could have caused lots of trouble; but I 
lovingly made a family out of all of us - including the two "former" husbands, who benefited 
tremendously by being part of the "entourage." It was all a secret: S. Habe and I lived with our 
former husbands; but we had wedding rings from the Shaykh. Whenever there were questions 
about women, there were lies: the Shaykh had a pure marriage with S. Bilquis, and was not 
interested in women! My eye! Before us, a faqir loaned him his wife. And at 75 he took maybe 
the last one, who was 45 years younger than he. I do not say they didn't adore one another; but 
I do say that he was still sexually interested in women. Every word to the contrary, and there 
were many, was a lie. ..and not because he was above the law. He was far from that; but also 
that it doesn't exist. See appendices (French). AND he was below the law; not above it. He was 
a liar for one thing - without any possible esoteric justification. And he did many ignoble things 
due to being self-centered and undisciplined in a few domains. 


Now time out: he was a genial, delightful, extremely loving (till women neared 50) person. It was 
wonderful to be around him - and one learned so much and benefited so much from his 
discernment that I for one am grateful to have known him; but the time I learned the most was 
when I realized where he went wrong, and where Islam, and true Sufism, guide aright. 

Oh dear! Dear Theophilus, if only I were a great novelist! Then I could tell you everything as a 
story, with incidents you'd remember. But I'm so old now and I tried to write to you so many 
times... I just have to resort to preaching: Never get involved in anything which centers upon a 
man. Islam and Sufism are deocentric, never homocentric. The Prophet H- 3 did not allow as 
much devotion to himself as the Shaykh did. ..and not one Companion allowed a cult of himself. 

Often, in his family, the Shaykh would say: Le monde est rond. Je suis le roi. Je ne sais pas 
pourquoi. (The world is round. I am the king. I don't know why.) He said it as if he were just a 
child, and we would tell him that he was the real king, and we knew why. Well I happened to live 
many years in India, where I looked for a Sufi tariqah. Some Qadiris invited me to their 
zawiyyah, and in the entryway was a huge photograph of their Sheikh, wearing an unusual- 
looking turban. They told me it was the very turban of Abdul Qadir al-Jilani; and then they 
detailed the lineage to show that their shaykh was its true heir. Then they brought ought five 
albums, full of pictures of their Shaykh, whose eyes transmitted barakah. And indeed his eyes 
were quite unusual. They said he'd been in Calcutta on a certain date; he'd been informed about 
me, and I could pass by him for the grace of his eyes, with some faqirat. However, I was 
awaiting a visa to make Umra, and I was sure I'd be gone by then. They said it would be better 
for me to see their Shaykh, because he was, intrinsically, the king of the world. Then I 
remembered that my Shaykh told us wives that he detested his fuqarah making hajj. They 
should walk around his house. And he didn't teach by his eyes; but he felt that his body 
conveyed blessings, so he appeared, for all intents and purposes, naked. When a faqir asked S. 
Bilquis why the Shaykh had worn such a narrow loincloth that everyone saw him naked, she 
said he'd been wearing tights. The faqir said that he wasn't wearing tights - and he was never 
invited again. Like several, myself included, he lost his spiritual master because he wouldn't 
accept lying. I had been present when when the Shaykh and S. Bilquis decided to say he was 
wearing tights, should anyone ask. 

Do you see how crazy things become when a spiritual master thinks HE is sacred? I'm not sure 
about Hinduism as I don't know much about it; but recently an extremely well-educated Hindu 
told that if someone believes himself great enough to be above the law, then he is a fraud. And 
if one says he is a gyaan [Jnani], that is proof that he is not. 

Now there are some absolutely definitive and horrific things which I am not going to say. If I say 
a lot, it's because the companions were told to withhold nothing where Islam was concerned. 
And we are dealing with a heresy. What I say is quite sufficient, but you and everyone is 
responsible for his own self. I'm just doing enough for those I consider reasonable. 


THE TAMING OF THE SHREW 

Shakespeare wrote a play, by that name, in which an incorrigibly sassy young lady was taught 
by her father. How? He married her to a powerful and overbearing man. Soon after marriage, 
she never contradicted her husband. When he told her that the sun was the moon, she believed 
that and insisted upon it to others. Well, after I'd lived in France for about 15 years, the whole 
family moved to a lovely country town in England. There we met an adorable young lady, who 
was the apple of my eye. I'd easily say she was a soulmate-friend for me; and although she was 


30 when he was 75, I'd also say she was his totally perfect soulmate. Although she had a young 
husband who adored her, we all knew she'd soon be in "our" family. It wasn't long at all before 
she filed for a legal divorce; but everything turned out marvelously for her abandoned husband, 
who had a perfect new marriage. Oh! I forgot to tell anyone the name of this book. It's: Third 
wife. ..that's me, while the fourth wife was S. Shamsi. That means "like the sun," and she was a 
radiant person in several ways. Well, after a majlis, the Shaykh walked through the group of 
seated women, and he happened to catch the eye of Sayyidah Shamsi. They exchanged looks 
of tremendous romantic love. So far, so good; but one of the faqirat saw that. After the majlis, 
she told S. Bilquis, who was the spiritual mistress for all of us women, that she was quite upset. 
S. Bilquis, who knew everything, told her she couldn't possibly have seen such a thing; it was 
just her imagination. But she went upstairs to ask the Shaykh. Once back, S. Bilquis told the 
faqirah that her eyes deceived her, because what she thought she saw had not happened. 

The young lady said no, that she'd seen it with her own eyes. 

Later, when I was present, S. Bilquis and the Shaykh were very angry. They agreed that she 
should believe the master, not her eyes. Now that was a spiritual master who taught against 
obedientialism! 

Later, in another situation, S. Bilquis wrote a letter full of lies about the marriages, calling them 
spiritual only. The last line was: Man can be mistaken; but God is Witness to all things. The 
Shaykh was pleased with that letter, and it was distributed around the world. When I said "But 
it's all lies!" He said "That doesn't matter. It solves a problem for all time." When he said that, I 
knew I had to get out of the center - out of the government - of the Tariqah. I couldn't do that 
without moving a few miles away and getting two divorces. I couldn't tell anyone I wouldn't lie - 
albeit I believed in the Shaykh as an unsurpassable spiritual master, and I didn't (yet) care if 
they lied. I just wanted to live on the outside of it. I didn't tell a single person why I wanted to 
move and be divorced, because they'd all throw me out.. .and the Shaykh first of all. But I tried 
and couldn't keep every single person from breaking all contact with me. It seemed to due to a 
terrible sin of mine; but the Shaykh had forgiven me and wanted me to stay. ..it was incredibly 
complicated and everyone's grave faults were involved. 


OUT OF THE FRYING PAN AND INTO THE FIRE! 

Having read the life of Milarepa, and being trained in a crazy kind of esoterism, I was delighted 
to be rid of my whole marriage situation; however, I'd die as a martyr ten times over rather than 
lose my spiritual master. So I "picketed" by walking by the Shaykh's house (since he refused to 
see me) but I landed in jail three times, with some comic and some insane moves on both sides. 
I did some brilliant things, and others which were insane. 

Finally, I started a new life and, after decades, had the chance to see pious Muslims living 
Islam; and, I had time to read the Quran many times and to read and meditate upon maybe 1 00 
volumes of ahadith and Quranic commentaries. I saw that Allah Taala and His Messenger 
had not at all the same ideas of what a good life is, as did the Shaykh. Once asked if his six 
themes were in the Quran, the Shaykh had answered, "I don't care what is in ANY book!" The 
emphasis was his. In general, he had a certain insolence and a self-centeredness, which make 
it impossible for me to consider him a true master. And, he was the same from childhood - 
always believing that HE was a very special person. 


THE HYMNING BOWL OF FOOD 


Muhammad told several companions t j that he was hearing a bowl of food hymning the 
glory of Allah and His praise. They knew that the angels and all creation had been given that 
dhikr; but they were overjoyed at the thought of hearing it. Then he took them to see several 
companions £j who had a gift for hearing that invocation. Finally, everyone implored the 
Prophet to obtain that gift for all of them. But he refused - saying, that if he did that, then in 
the future (like now) people would think that those who have that gift, are superior to those who 
do not have it, and that is not true. 

Now that hadith is on the subject of a spiritual gift, which does not render a person superior. The 
amount of rain one has on one's land doesn't make one superior either, or Mecca would be the 
least of cities. Some rich people are ogres, while others become saints. In France, and in India, 
I met people who were gifted for knowing the aura. Some were wicked, while others helped and 
healed. And I've known people - good and bad - who could heal with their hands; and I've read 
about people who could see or talk to spirits. In sum: gifts are freely given - to people who are 
good and bad. It's up to them to attribute gifts to their Lord, and not to think they're great as a 
result. And genius, as desireable as anything can be, can come to any human zone: to the aura, 
body, psyche and/or TO THE SPIRIT. Some people are born with or for divine knowledge; but 
they must have what Ibn ul-Arabi called adabi llahi: courtesy towards Allah. And that means 
following (at least as is practicable) the law. All the great Sufi masters agreed on that. And when 
I was 17, that's what my professor said: La tariqah bighayr shariah. 

OH I DON'T THINK ANYMORE 

There were dreams, visions, locutions and symbols all during my life in the Tariqah, which 
lasted 30 years, 20 of them in the arms of the Shaykh. I'll tell you enough of them to show you 
that these things are not credible. 

O je ne pense plus! There were several visions and locutions indicating that I would always be 
his wife here and in the next world. But I'd rather be married to some other great man - like 
Sitting Bull or Numa Pompilious. And in this world he forced me to leave him. He said he 
couldn't divorce me because he was a bodhisatva and couldn't cause division. I left anyway, full 
of goodwill, because I wouldn't lie again. I was told to lie in court and I did; but Shamsi and I 
were caught and convicted of perjury. We were brought into the courtroom with chains on our 
ankles, and we were on the front page of the newspaper. Years later, I apologized to the whole 
town, on TV. 

The first thing I heard of was the day he "married" me: he told me he'd heard a voice in his 
chest, saying: "Elle sera a toi, dans I'ici-bas et dans au-dela!" (She will be yours in the here 
below and in the hereafter.) Well neither part was true; but I don't doubt he heard it - it just 
wasn't from heaven. He'd also had a locution before S. Habibe even. A voice said: "Le Prophete 
veut que vous ayez plusieurs femmes." (The Prophet wants you to have several wives.) Now 
that's impossible; the Prophet said maybe a hundred things dead set against the kind of 
arrangements we had. 

Then he had a vision, which he deemed the height of esoterism, in which he had a physical 
relationship with Maryam . Believe it if you will; I'll die first. And I don't want to name the 
woman, who drempt that the Name entered her upward through her private parts, while a voice 
repeated the name of the Shaykh. I'll not believe the Name could be below anything, and I think 
some psychic influence let sexuality get mixed with spirituality in a bizarre way. He was a 
genius, even psychically. He could hypnotize people, but only did it a few times when he young, 
in joking. But I opine that the upper psychic domain mixes with the lower spiritual 
domain. ..especially in him and due to his psychic influence. There were some very beautiful 
visions; but containing things our Lord doesn't like. No one paid any attention to points of sharia 


which were easy to follow. No one considered that the angels wouldn't go into a house where 
there was a dog or a picture, or when people were naked. It was almost as if we tried to keep 
the angels away. 

BEAUTY IS THE SPLENDOR OF THE TRUE 

This was a doctrine; but the devil got into it. We did things which were extremely beautiful; but 
with knowledge, I found out that they were things Allah Taala dislikes. HE has a personality, and 
a taste which one learns about from the Quran and the Sunnah. Sometimes two or more of us 
wives would be naked together with the Shaykh, and we would invoke together and do things 
which sometimes seemed quite delightful to me; but decades later I realized that there was one 
huge problem: our Lord had decreed what pleased Him - and what was decreed was way far 
out of our minds! The Quran says: "I decree what pleaseth Me." Two women may not even see 
one another naked; but I had no idea! There were no books of Sunnah around BECAUSE the 
Shaykh said we should follow HIS Sunnah! All these points I'm making add up to being one 
huge heresy. I'd have much more to add, maybe, with time, and everything I've said has oodles 
of complications and examples. However, oh Theophilus, if you want a spiritual life, I exhort you 
to heed the warnings above. AND if possible, try to learn from all that is true and good. Others 
will say things about what is left. I'm not qualified to judge anything to do with metaphysics; but 
do read the documents attached to this narrative. ..and guard a sense of the sacred, which the 
Shaykh instilled in his disciples. .and beware of the modern world, which is wonderfully 
described by the Shaykh. ..and stay out of the world. I'd like to write a book on that.. .but I hope 
my basic duty is done. ..and I pray for you and yours, to be blessed here and in the hereafter; 
but most especially I pray you may find and hold to what is True and Good and Beautiful 
according to Allah Taala. Amin. 


P.S. 

Very dear Theophilus, 

I wrote that whole "book" for you in one day, because I got hysterical - thinking I might die 
before I could write my Will. However, there are dozens of books I could add. One would 
certainly be about positive things. If it had been easy to see through everything, I might not have 
gotten further than the barely lit room in London, where I first saw my Shaykh in the dark; but 
when he spoke, and when one reads his writings, one knows that God is the Absolutely Real, 
and all else is relative. We also lived steeped in an intercultural aristocratic and spiritual beauty, 
which was a delight for the soul. 

"The dream won!" Those were words the Shaykh, may Allah Taala have mercy upon him, often 
said. We lived in a society he created, in which he was king, and in which he made the rules. 
People must live by some pattern, and if that is not the firm framework of any religion - then a 
system will be created by a man. Few of us had children, so there was depression, selfishness, 
a lack of understanding frailties, and too much time to turn a taste for aristocratic living into 
worldliness, with plenty of beautiful entertainment - a concept practically unheard of in Islam. 
Another subject: There was and will be people who give outrageously horrific stories. Most of 
these are false and diabolic, due to the evil eyes of an onlooker. We/he did not do things which 
were ugly or publicly sexual. The Shaykh had an implacable sense of the sacred; when he did 
do some outrageous things, they had beauty and supposedly a sense of the sacred - albeit the 
devil made his way into that. 

As for lying: it is the equivalent of shirk (idolatry) in Islam. I do not lie. 

Concerning biographies, accounts from the centre of the Tariqah: these are hopelessly 
idealized, and as if written by directors of public relations! No great man has so well been above 
the scrutiny of a critical eye, as our Shaykh and the people nearest him... until I came along, and 


that's because I love you , and you are the beloved of God, oh Theophilus. That's what your 
name means, and when you are seeking knowledge, even the fish in the sea are praying for 
you. That's in a hadith. 

There were scandals and people who left. They were covered up, never mentioned again - and 
faces were even cut out of photographs! 

When someone left, or was rejected, it was common for a letter to go out, reducing the person 
to a below zero degree. 

Oh dear, I could add so much; however, unless I’m asked questions, I have to let things lay, but 
not lie. Please pray for me; I'm praying for you, and I hope heresies will be dead and people 
forgiven! 


Appendices: 


1 - Lettre de Rene Guenon a Louis Caudron, Le Caire, 17 octobre 1950 : 

« Ce qu’il y a certainement de pire dans toute cette affaire , c’est la « desislamisation » progressive de la tarfqah, 
qu’on nie aussi comme tout le reste, mais qui pourtant n’est malheureusement que trop evidente ; ce que vous 
appelez (et moi aussi, naturellement) « une tarfqah digne de ce nom », ils I’appellent dedaigneusement « une tarfqah 
ordinaire » ou « une tarfqah comme toutes les autres » ; comme je I’ai repondu a A. B.,je souhaiterais fort qu’on ait 
affaire a une tarfqah ordinaire, et non pas a une vague organisation a pretentions « universalistes » qui bientot, si 
cela continue, ne sera plus du tout une tarfqah. Pour ce qui est de la reduction des rites au minimum, je m’en doutais 
bien, mais, d’apres ce que vous m’en dites, je vois que cela va encore beaucoup plus loin que je n’aurais pu le 
supposer ; il va de soi que, depuis ce que j’ecrivais a ce sujet it y a 15 ans, je n’ai aucunement change d’avis. Au 
fond, la comme pour tout le reste, il y a un defaut de connaissances techniques veritablement incroyable ; ce n’est 
cedes pas avec des fantaisies soi-disant « inspirees » qu’on peut y suppleer I Surement, S. Mjustafa] a bien vu 
toutes les anomalies, et c’est ce qu’on ne lui pardonnera jamais ; on appelle cela « esprit de contradiction »..." 

2 - Lettre a un autre correspondant : Le Caire, 9 octobre 1950 

[. . .] quand on rapproche toutes ces choses, on s’etonne beaucoup moins que la situation en soit arrivee jour apres 
jour au point ou elle en est actuellement ; en tout cas, on ne pourra pas me reprocher d’ avoir manque de patience en 
ne disant rien et en cherchant meme constamment a tout arranger pendant si longtemps I 

[...] a Lausanne, les observances ritueliques ont ete reduites au strict minimum, et que la plupart ne jeCnent meme 
plus pendant le Ramadan ;je ne croyais pas que c’etait a ce point, et je vois que je n’avais que trop raison quand je 
disais que bientot ce ne serait plus du tout une tarfqah, mais une vague organisation « universaliste », plus ou moins 
a la maniere de celle des disciples de Vfvekananda I 

Bien cordialement a vous, 

Rene Guenon 

3 - Charles-Andre Gilis, Note de lecture sur le numero hors serie de Connaissance des Religions en 
hommage a Frithjof Schuon - Vers la Tradition, n°79, Mars-Avril-Mai 2000). 

« - concernant Michel Valsan : lorsque celui-ci, en plein accord avec Rene Guenon avec qui il demeurait en relation 
etroite, declara son independance a I'egard de Frithjof Schuon, il adressa a ce dernier une longue lettre (plus de vingt 
pages en petits caracteres) ou il exposait les motifs de cette rupture. Ce document, que I'on peut sans exageration 
qualifier de magistral, revele une science incomparable des fonctions et des regies initiatiques ; on en chercherait en 
vain le moindre equivalent dans I'oeuvre de Frithjof Schuon (Cette science est I’apanage des plus grands. En dehors 
de Michel Valsan, seuls Rene Guenon et Ibn Arabi y ont fait reference). M. Aymard, qui sait fort bien que cette lettre 
est impubliable, notamment pour des raisons juridiques, en profite pour occulter sa nature en ramenant les questions 
de principe a des considerations d'ordre individuel : « Non sans passion, Valsan lui adresse un long requisitoire en 
forme d'epftre et d'admonestations qui le blesse profondement ». (Cf. p. 40) Tous ceux qui ont eu le privilege de 
prendre connaissance de cette lettre decisive savent bien qu'elle n'etait bless ante, ni dans son ton, ni dans son 
intention ; qu'elle etait, au contraire, tres deferente dans sa forme et faisait preuve d'un grand scrupule traditionnel. 

La meme presentation tendancieuse se retrouve dans la suite du texte (Cf. p. 41) « Quelques annees plus tard - en 
1958 - Michel Valsan se rendra a Lausanne et, dans un geste de superbe humilite, s'excusera de tout ce qui s'etait 
passe (c’est nous qui soulignons) avant de proposer de reintegrer son groupe ». Nous opposons a cette insinuation 
un dementi categorique. La lettre mentionnee ci-dessus se refere a des principes fondamentaux dont Michel Valsan 
ne s'est jamais ecarte, si peu que ce soit, jusqu'a la fin de sa vie, car ils se rapportaient directement a sa propre 
fonction. Le procede auquel recours M. Aymard est trompeur et suspect. (Trompeur parce qu’il dissimule ; suspect 
parce que certains passages de son texte - qui, a la difference de celui que nous venons de citer, peuvent etre 
aisement verifies - sont approximatifs ou meme tout a fait inexacts.. .)... » 


4- Lettre de Rene Guenon : 


Le Caire, 27 septembre 1950 

Cher Monsieur, 

Merci de votre lettre, qui m’est parvenue hier ; permettez-moi de vous dire tout d’abord que vous avez eu grand tort 
de ne pas oser m’ecrire jusqu’ici , car je vous assure que je ne suis pas de ceux qui s’entourent de ceremonies et a 
qui on ne peut s’adresser qu’a travers des intermediaires ! 

Lors des incidents de 1946, et malgre tout ce que j’avais deja remarque de facheux meme avant cela, je pensais 
encore que tout pourrait s’ arranger, et il me semblait que votre sou mission ne pourrait qu’y contribuer ; mais, a vrai 
dire, je I’ai bien regrette en voyant combien on en avait abuse par la suite. Depuis lors comme precedemment, j’ai 
garde le silence aussi longtemps que je I’ai pu, et pour les memes raisons en depit de toutes les choses plus ou 
moins extravagantes que j’ai eu trop souvent I’occasion de constater ; mais cela non plus n’a servi a rien et meme je 
me suis rendu compte que certains interpretaient trop volontiers ce silence comme une approbation. Enfin, il est venu 
un moment, comme vous le savez, ou, malgre toute ma bonne volonte de conciliation, il ne m’a plus ete possible de 
conserver cette attitude, et ou j’ai du intervenir, en quelque sorte malgre moi, dans cette question du Christianisme 
qui a ete le point de depart au moins apparent de la crise actuelle ; je dis apparent parce que, en realite, celle-ci 
semble bien n’etre que la suite de celle de 1946 qui n’avait jamais ete vraiment resolue. II est bien clair maintenant 
qu’il n’y a plus aucun espoir que la situation arrive jamais a s’ameliorer, et il est certain que cela ne pouvait continuer 
ainsi indefiniment... 

Naturellement, je savais deja par Valsan ce que vous pensiez de tout cela, et je vous remercie d’avoir bien voulu 
encore me le confirmer vous-meme. Quant a ceux qui sont hesitants ou qui meme se rangent actuellement du cote 
de la Suisse, leur cas s’explique evidemment par toutes les assertions fantastiques qu’on leur a repete a satiete et 
auxquelles ils croient encore ; mais il est bien a craindre qu’un jour ou I’autre ils ne finissent par en eprouver de 
cruelles disillusions... En Suisse, les connaissances doctrinales semblent vraiment bien faibles chez tous, en depit 
de leurs pretentions « jnaniques » ; quant au point de i rue technique, leur ignorance a cet egard est une chose a 
peine croyable, et le plus facheux est qu’ils s’imaginent qu’il est possible d’y supplier par de pritendues 
« inspirations » qui sont trop manifestement en dehors de toute rigulariti traditionnelle. II y aurait trop a dire sur tout 
cela, mais je n’y insiste pas davantage, car je pense bien que Valsan vous tient au courant de ce qu’il y a de plus 
important dans not re correspondance. Je suis heureux de votre complet accord avec lui ; il y a chez lui un fond 
doctrinal bien autrement solide que chez les Suisses, y compris leur Maitre, et, j’approuve entierement votre 
appreciation a cet egard. J’ai ete content d’apprendre que vous aviez deja commence a vous riunir d’une fagon 
indipendante ; quelle que soit /’attitude qu’on prendra de I’autre cote (et je n’espire guire qu’on s’y risigne a une 
separation « a /’amiable »), vous n’avez certainement pas a vous prioccuper d’une question de « regularite » qui ne 
se pose meme plus dans ces conditions , et qui d’ailleurs n’aurait pas plus de raison de se poser pour vous vis-a-vis 
de Lausanne que pour Lausanne meme vis-a-vis de Mostaganem, car il n’y a la aucune difference rielle, et cela n’a 
absolument rien a voir avec la valeur qu’on peut attribuer a tort ou a raison a telle ou telle individualiti... L’essentiel 
est d’avoir une Tariqah vraiment normale, ce qu’on appelle didaigneusement en Suisse « une Tariqah comme 
toutes les autres » ; quel dommage que certains n’aient pas voulu s’en contenter I 

Croyez, je vous prie, cher Monsieur, a mes bien cordiaux sentiments. 


R. G. 


